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TLp  Piilf  Gulf  Park's  back  campus  is 
111c  uUll  beginning  to  look  like  the  win- 
Pflrk  Zoo  ^®^  headquarters  of  Barnum  and 
Bailey,  and  all  because  President 
Cox  came  home  from  the  cruise  with  a  three- 
toed  sloth,  a  monkey,  and  another  monkey 
which  isn't  a  monkey  at  all  but  is  a  tepezcu- 
intle  (pronounced  tippi-squinty !)  The  trop- 
ical pets  are  now  at  home  in  especially  built 
cages  back  of  Hardy  Hall. 


FvamQl  Heigh-ho!  Exams  over  again,  and 
LiAalllo.  Qj^jy  Qj^g  more  siege  of  them  is  in 
store  for  us  before  graduation.  Tempus 
certainly  does  fugit  around  here. 


Man  Panoonf  It's  our  bet  that  the 
mdy  rdlJBdlll  ^ay  pageant  is  going  to 
have  the  most  beautiful  setting  yet.  We 
can't  wait  to  see  it  ourselves.  The  whole 
campus  is  buzzing  busily  with  practices, 
costume  fitting,  dancing,  singing,  and  set 
building. 


TlanPPQ  ^'^ii  the  Delta  Alpha  dance  ever 
UallLco  ^  howling  success !  Maybe  it  was 
the  Champagne  Waltz  idea,  even  though  the 
champagne  colored  punch  was  only  grape- 
fruit juice!  We've  been  combing  confetti 
out  of  our  hair  ever  since. 


CALENDAR 

April  21 — Graduate      Recital  —  Misses 
James,  LeCroy,  and  Faciane 
April  23— High  School  Dance  and   Se- 
nior House  Party 
April  26 — Graduate       Recital  —  Misses 

Jameson   and    Root 
May     G— May  Pageant 
May     9 — Junior-Senior      Picnic  —  Ship 

Island 
May  14 — Graduate  Recital — Misses  Mc- 
intosh, Hansen  and  Kraft 

May  15-16 — Athletic  Association  House 
Party 


1 


Kathleen  ZoUman's 

Diary  Of  The  Caribbean 

Cruise 


Dear  Diary, 

Leaving  school  this  morning  made  us  feel 
pretty  bad,  but  the  depression  didn't  last 
long.  Everyone  was  excited  and  rushing 
over  the  ship,  exploring  and  taking  pictures. 
We  had  the  luck  of  having  our  pictures 
taken  with  Captain  Rose.  There  were  loads  of 
letters  and  flowers  and  telegrams.  I  was 
lucky  with  two  telegrams,  two  letters,  and 
some  gorgeous  roses.  Bon  Voyage  is  fun! 
After  luncheon  we  had  a  short  school  meet- 
ing and  then  fin- 
ished our  unpack- 
ing. At  six  p.  m. 
the  pilot  boat  left 
us  and  we  sail- 
ed from  the  Mis- 
sissippi River  in- 
to the  Gulf  of 
Mexico.  It  was 
pretty  rough  for 
a  while.  Walked 
around  the  deck 
several  times  and 
now  to  bed!  Our 
boat,  the  U.  S.  S. 
Ulua,  is  wonder- 
ful and  it's  so 
much    fun    being 

with  my  close  friends — it  looks  as  though 
the  cruise  is  going  to  be  everything  I  hoped 
for. 

Sunday,  March  20 
I  woke  at  five-thirty  and  Ginny  and  I 
went  up  on  the  boat  deck.  The  Gulf  is  very 
blue  and  the  breeze  nice  and  salty.  The  radio 
operator,  Mr.  Tilton,  is  a  camera  enthusiast 
and  is  taking  pictures  of  the  Gulf  Park  girls 
on  this  cruise.  He  is  going  to  take  five  hun- 
dred pictures  before  the  cruise  is  over.  I 
played  shuffle  board  and  ping  pong  and 
walked  the  decks.  There  are  several  colored 
waiters  who  are  very  good  dancers  and  they 
"trucked"  for  us. 

A  big  banquet  in  the  dining  room  tonight 
— with  everyone  wearing  silly  paper  hats 
and  making  noise.  We  all  sang  and  then 
Dooge  and  Patty  sang  solos.  There  is  a 
very  good  orchestra  aboard.  Goodnight — 
Morro  Castle  at  seven  in  the  morning! 


Monday,  March  21 
The  Havana  harbor  is  beautiful — -the  city 
looked  fresh  and  clean.  We  toured  Havana 
in  open  touring  cars  and  developed  grand 
sunburns.  The  street  peddlers  are  very  in- 
sistent but  I  escaped  with  just  a  bracelet. 
We  saw  Columbus  Cathedral — it  is  beauti- 
ful— and  its  treasures:  a  silver  tower  eight 
feet  high  beautifully  modelled,  silver  plates, 
ceremonial  robes  embroidered  in  gold  and 
silver.    Then   the    Capitol   building,    a    very 

modern  structure, 

was  our  next 
stop.  I  have  seen 
so  many  things 
so  hurriedly  to- 
day that  I  can't 
remember  a  1 1. 
That  Capitol  was 
beautiful  and  the 
guide  was  very 
prOud  of  it.  It 
took  six  years  to 
build  it  with  men 
working  continu- 
ously. In  the  ex- 
act center  is-  a 
twenty-four  carat 
diamond,  embed- 
ed  in  the  floor.  There  are  two  huge  libraries 
in  the  building  and  the  murals,  tapestry  and 
furniture  are  carefully  and  beautifully  made. 
Next  we  went  through  a  cigar  factory — 
nearly  everyone  got  a  box  for  her  father. 
Then  to  the  Maine  monument,  the  National 
Hotel  with  its  beautiful  swimming  pool,  and 
finally  a  tour  through  the  residential  dis- 
trict, officers'  quarters.  Casino,  Country 
Club  and  back  to  the  ship  along  Morengo 
Drive.  Had  luncheon  at  a  very  picturesque 
patio  with  a  dessert  of  cocoanut  ice  cream 
and  then  we  went  shopping.  At  four  o'clock 
there  was  a  swim  at  the  Yacht  Club  bui 
it  was  raining  a  little  and  I  didn't  go.  Every- 
one dressed  formally  and  we  all  departed 
for  a  dance  at  the  Yacht  Club  and  a  night 
club,  the  Montmartre.  There  was  some  mix- 
up  in  the  plans  and  there  weren't  many  boys 
at  the  dance.  The  night  club  had  a  Cuban 
floor  show — rhumba,  tango,  everything.  I 
was  so  tired,  I  went  to  sleep  coming  back 
to  the  boat;  thank  goodness!  there  is  no 
school  tomorrow. 


Tuesday,  March  22 
Sunbathing  in  the  morning;  school  on 
deck  in  the  afternoon.  Dr.  Cox  talked  to  us 
about  Havana  and  told  us  about  Providence 
Island  which  we  passed.  Only  the  descen- 
dants of  the  pirates,  Morgan  and  his  crew, 
live  there.  When  they  captured  Panama 
City  they  brought  away  the  women  and 
then,  tiring  of  them,  left  them  there  on 
Providence  Island.  It  is  the  descendants  of 
these  people  who  live  there  now.  Bingo 
game  on  deck  tonight — I  didn't  win  a  thing. 

Wednesday,  March  23 

Dr.  Cox  talked  about  Central  American 
countries  today  and  we  had  school  as  sched- 
uled. There  is  a  Mr.  McCrory  from  New  Or- 
leans aboard  who  hands  us  cookies  out  of 
his  stateroom  window  while  we're  having 
school.  He  is  very  funny  and  always  clown- 
ing. A  shuffle  board  tournament  was  held 
but  I  couldn't  play  because  I  get  suspicious- 
ly dizzy.  It  has  been  very  rough  and  I  have 
been  very  unhappy,  haven't  eaten  anything 
all  day,  I'm  not  seasick — just  slightly  dizzy. 

Thursday,   March   24 

Well,  I  wasn't  seasick  today.  I  wish  I 
would  lose  my  appetite  permanently,  the 
food  is  excellent  and  I  am  gaining.  I  know 
I'll  lose  my  bet  with  Miss  Pilcher — a  choco- 
late sundae  that  I  don't  gain  any  weight. 
We  had  a  Gulf  Park  program  after  dinner. 
Our  stars  were  Gretchen  Weber,  Patty  Led- 
yard,  Treva  Jung,  Mary  James  Sisk,  Caro- 
line Jones,  Ruth  Bewely,  and  a  Kansas  lady 
with  a  beautiful  voice,  Mrs.  Erch.  Group 
singing  with  our  friend  Mr.  McCrory  and 
then  sandwiches  on  deck.  A  nice  day! 

Friday,  March  25 

Colon — Cristobal,  Canal — Panama  City — 
and  a  wonderful  time !  We  docked  early  and 
started  through  the  canal  by  train.  There 
was  a  ship  coming  through  the  Gatun  Locks 
and  we  saw  them  raise  it  eighty-five  feet. 
The  canal  and  the  locks  are  so  neat  and 
well  managed.  The  locks  were  mammoth. 
Gatun  Lake,  one  of  the  largest  in  the  world, 
came  next;  it  was  made  by  damming  the 
Chagres  River.  The  course  of  the  canal  is 
chartered  through  the  lake  by  red  buoys 
and  it  is  from  here  that  the  water  for  the 
locks  is  taken.  We  went  through  the  moun- 
tainous part  of  the  canal  by  launch.  The 
mountains  are  not  very  high  but  they  have 
been  cut  down  tremendously  for  the  canal. 
There  is  constant  danger  from  landslides. 
Dr.  Cox  offered  one  dollar  to  the  first  one 
who  saw  an  alligator — no  one  did,  but  I 
received  fifty  cents  for  seeing  an  iguana, 
a  giant  lizard. 

We  boarded  the  train  again  and  con- 
tinued to  Panama  City  where  we  stayed 
at  the  Tivoli  Hotel.  It  is  a  large  beautiful 
place  with  very  good  meals — (Oh  woe!) 
Sight  seeing  tours  this  afternoon  and  after 


them  we  have  all  arrived  at  the  conclusion 
that  Panama  City  is  a  wonderful  place^ 
better  than  Havana.  We  weren't  as  hurried 
or  as  confused,  which  probably  accounts  for 
that. 

The  city  is  beautiful — the  Pacific  is  blue 
and  quite  calm  today.  One  thing  which  made 
me  very  nervous  was  the  custom  they  have 
of  driving  on  the  left — I  expected  an  acci- 
dent at  any  moment.  There  are  so  many 
tropical  flowers  here  and  tropical  vegeta- 
tion. Old  Panama  was  the  most  interesting. 
Those  buildings  must  have  been  superb  when 
they  were  new.  We  stopped  at  an  alligator 
shop  and  several  souvenir  places  and  then 
returned  to  the  hotel. 


Evella  Faciane  and  Ginny   Walterman 

After  dinner  tonight  there  was  a  dance 
at  the  Union  Club.  These  Panamanians  love 
clubs — there  are  organizations  of  all  kinds 
here.  The  dance  was  fun  and  there  was 
an  over-supply  of  boys,  and  most  of  them 
were  good  dancers.  Everyone  of  them  seems 
to  have  been  to  the  States  or  is  planning 
to  go.  Of  course,  I  was  sunburned  from  the 
tour  and  very  tired.  The  club  is  beautiful — 
right  on  the  Pacific,  with  an  open  air  dance 
floor.  I  want  to  get  up  early  tomorrow  so 
I  can  shop. 

Saturday,  March  26 

Shopped  until  eleven-fifteen.  There  are 
many  lovely  things  reasonably  priced —  lin- 
ens, perfumes,  Chinese  coats.  At  eleven-fif- 
teen we  drove  to  the  airport  and  twenty- 
eight  of  us  took  a  plane  across  the  Isthmus 
back  to  Colon.  We  saw  Panama  City — bird's 
eye  view.  I  hated  to  leave  it;  I  only  hope 
I  can  come  back  soon.  The  Canal  looked 
grand  from  the  air  and  we  saw  the  Atlantic 
and   the  Pacific  Oceans  at  the  same  time. 


From  the  air  we  could  see  a  part  of  the 
old  French  Canal.  The  only  trouble  was  the 
short  time  it  took  us  to  fly;  I  would  have 
liked  to  have  it  last  for  hours.  We  ate  lunch 
on  the  boat  and  then  again  went  shopping. 
The  merchants'  prices  can  be  coaxed  down 
very  easily  but  there  is  great  danger  of  be- 
ing cheated.  At  six  we  sailed — the  sunset 
was  beautiful  and  I  hated  to  go.  I'm  com- 
ing back! 

Sunday,  March  27 
The  most  outstanding  thing  of  today  was 
the  beautiful  mountains  that  we  saw  and 
the  tropical  plants — especially  the  orchids. 
We  docked  at  Limon  early  and  took  a  train 
to  the  capitol  of  Costa  Rica,  San  Jose.  The 
air  grew  cooler  and  cooler  as  we  "chugged" 
higher;  and  I  was  thankful,  for  the  low- 
lands were  terribly  hot.  I  thought  the  veget- 
ation of  Panama  dense  but  this  country  has 
very  tropical,  dense  jungles.  Lunch  was 
served  on  the  train  and  we  reached  San 
Jose  about  two-fifteen.  We  visited  a  coffee 
plantation  and  saw  their  drying  processes, 
then  returned  to  the  Grand  Hotel.  We  had 
a  magnificent  view  of  the  mountains  from 
our  window,  they  are  gorgeous.  After  din- 
ner there  was  a  dance  on  the  roof  of  the 
hotel.  The  boys  here  are  very  good  dancers, 
too,  and  are  very  romantic.  They  have  been 
following  our  cruise  party  around  since  we 
arrived  here  and  seem  very  enthusiastic 
about  the  girls.  Very  few  can  speak  English 
but  it  was  fun  just  the  same.  They  sere- 
naded us  till  the  police  broke  them  up.  I'm 
utterly  dead  again  from  fatigue,  but  it'a 
from  having  a  grand  time  so  I  don't  mind. 
(P.  S.  Everyone  had  on  orchids  tonight.) 

Monday,  March  23 
It's  a  wonderful  feeling  walking  to  a  cool 
breeze,  fresh  from  the  mountains.  We  visit- 
ed the  Superior  College  for  Girls,  a  school 
of  one  thousand  students.  They  sang  for 
us  and  we  sang  for  them  our  national 
anthems  and  school  songs.  Their  educa- 
tion is  equivalent  to  our  high  school  educa- 
tion— plus  a  little  more.  I  enjoyed  very  much 
visiting  them.  We  visited  the  National 
Theater  also,  which  was  very  beautiful ; 
then  we  shopped  for  a  while.  At  luncheon 
I  had  roast  young  bear!  which  was  very 
good.  We  left  on  the  train  after  luncheon. 
The  boys  followed  us  to  the  station  and 
everyone,  practically,  got  flowers — both 
roses  and  orchids  from  them.  After  an  un- 
eventful trip  down  through  those  gorgeous 
mountains  we  sailed  at  five  p.  m.  Sorry  to 
leave  the  land  of  orchids. 

Tuesday,  March  29 
School  on  deck  and  a  visit  to  the  bridge 
which  was  very  interesting.  The  mate  ex- 
plained the  course  determiner  or  mechanical 
compass,  the  fathometer,  sexton,  chart,  and 


showed  us  the  captain's  quarters.  I  saw 
a  school  of  porpoise  and  some  flying  fish 
today.  A  picture  "Double  or  Nothing"  with 
Bing  Crosby  and  Martha  Raye  was  shown 
after  dinner.  Our  cruise  is  fast  ending — oh, 
dear! 

Wednesday,  March  30 
We  are  truly  in  the  tropics;  the  sun  is 
broiling  hot.  The  steward  gave  a  Gulf  Park 
College  banquet  tonight  and  everyone  dress- 
ed formally.  They  had  special  Gulfport  Sa- 
lad, chocolate  sundae,  and  pralines  after- 
ward. Then  we  had  a  Gulf  Park  Night  Club 
— Earlene  Clayton,  Mary  Lu  Fullerton,  Dr. 
Cox,  Patty  Ledyard,  Gretchen  Weber,  Mrs. 
Erch,  and  Ruth  Bewely.  Miss  Manning  and 
Miss  Maddox  had  the  best  of  all — they  sang 
the  entire  college  cruise  list,  from  memory, 
to  Yankee  Doodle  and  Alohoe.  At  ten  p.  m. 
we  anchored  off  the  coast  of  Tela — the 
lights  were  very  pretty.  This  is  our  last 
stop. 

Thursday,  March  31 
Today  has  been  wonderful!  This  morning 
we  rode  about  ten  miles  into  the  interior 
to  visit  a  banana  plantation — very  interest- 
ing, hot,  and  fun!  After  lunch,  which  we 
had  on  the  boat,  we  went  to  Tela  again  to 
visit  the  commissary  and  the  club  house. 
Tela  isn't  very  large  but  it  has  a  beautiful 
coast —  sandy  beach,  surf,  and  palms.  At 
four  o'clock  we  went  swimming — the  waves 
were  grand  and  the  surf  the  best!  I  learned 
to  ride  and  dive  and  jump  the  waves.  I  wish 
we  could  have  stayed  in  longer  but  it  wasn't 
possible.  An  informal  dance  at  the  club  was 
nice,  but  there  was  a  scarcity  of  partners. 
I  went  back  to  the  boat  early  and  played 
bridge.  They  loaded  bananas  all  night  long 
— we  have  38,000  bunches  on  board.  They 
load  them  when  they  are  very  green.  I'd 
love  to  go  swimming  again  but  we  sail  early. 
We'll  soon  be  back  at  Gulf  Park. 


In  the  Banana  Plantation  at  Tela 
(Continued  on  page  18) 


What  Fun  Relatives 

Ninety-Five  Gulf  Park  Girls  Saw  Helen 

Haqes  In  "Victoria  Regina"— Marion 

Stegeman  Met  Her! 


Helen  Hayes  and  Charles  MacArthur  envy 
Gulf  Park  girls.  Can  you  imagine?  Neither 
could  Helen  Frances  and  I. 

You  see,  we  had  stood  for  hours  at  the 
back-stage  door,  pestering  and  annoying 
the  tough  little  guy  who  looked  like  a 
gangster  and  who  was  guarding  the  door. 

I  told  him  I  was  Charles  MacArthur's 
cousin,  and  that  Helen  Hayes  was  expecting 
to  see  me,  and  he  said,  "Yes,  Yes  goiley,  I 
know,  I  know." 

I  wanted  to  kick  the  tough  little  egg, 
and  so  did  Helen  Frances.  He  wouldn't  even 
let  us  send  a  note  back  to  Miss  Hayes. 

Finally,  a  kind  looking  man  who  was  pass- 
ing through  that  almost  impenetrable  back- 
stage door,  agreed  to  send  a  note  back  to 
Miss  Hayes's  maid.  That  was  the  nearest 
anyone  could  get  to  her,  he  said. 

In  just  a  few  minutes,  a  maid  came  to 
the  door  with  the  note  in  her  hand. 

Helen  Frances  looked  almost  as  sick  as  I 
felt.  We  just  knew  that  the  maid  was  re- 
turning the  note,  and  that  she  hadn't  given 
it  to  Helen  Hayes. 

Sure  enough,  the  maid  was  saying.  "I'm 
sorry."  We  turned  to  go.  But  what  was 
this?  She  was  saying,  "I'm  sorry  but  Miss 
Hayes  will  have  to  keep  you  waiting  just 
a  little  while.  Come  inside,  please." 

We  lost  no  time  getting  inside.  We  breezed 
past  the  meany  who  had  been  so  rude  to  us, 
and  shot  him  a  very  triumphant  glance.  It 
did  us  good  to  see  him  gape  in  astonishment 
that  Helen  Hayes  was  really  going  to  see 
us. 

We  waited  for  hours — resembling  minutes 
in  a  little  corner  near  the  dressing  room  of 
the  great  star  of  "Victoria  Regina."  My 
knees,  for  the  first  time  in  their  lives  were 
knocking  loudly — and  my  teeth  were  going 
to  town.  I  looked  over  at  Helen  Frances  to 
see  if  she  had  heard,  and  was  relieved  when 
I  saw  that  she  wasn't  doing  so  bad,  herself. 

"We  aren't  really  going  to  see  Helen 
Hayes  and  her  famous  play-write  husband, 
are  we,  Steg?"  asked  Helen  Frances. 

"See  Helen  Hayes  and  Charles  Mac- 
Arthur?  Of  course  not!" 

The  main  actor  in  the  play  was  walking 
down  some  steps  that  faced  us.  He  looked 
at  us,  and  evidently  thinking  we  were  auto- 
graph hunters,  walked  condescendingly 
toward  us.  We  were  staring  straight  ahead 
at  a  dressing  room  door. 


Helen  Hayes'  maid  was  beckoning  to  us. 
We  rushed  up  to  the  dressing  room  door. 

The  door  slowly  opened,  and  out  of  it, 
cordially  eager  to  meet  us,  ran  a  tiny,  wool- 
ly dog. 

We  laughed,  and  forgot  our  fear.  We  bent 
over  to  pat  the  puppy's  head,  and  it  was 
in  this  position  that  Helen  Hayes  and 
Charles  MacArthur  found  us. 

We  stood  up  quickly,  and  both  of  these 
famous  people  extended  hospitable  hands. 
Helen  Frances  and  I  took  turns  shaking 
them. 

"I'm  awfully  sorry  to  have  kept  you  wait- 
ing so  long,"  Helen  Hayes  said. 

Helen  Hayes  was  sorry  to  have  kept 
Helen  Frances  James  and  Marion  Stegeman 
waiting!  It  was  all  we  could  do  to  keep  from 
dropping  dead. 

She  introduced  us  to  her  good-looking 
husband,  and  it  was  certainly  lucky  that 
they  started  the  conversation  off  right 
away;  otherwise  we  would  have  probably 
just  stood  there  and  stared  at  them. 

Helen  Hayes  is  very  small,  with  a  young 
and  pretty  face  and  figure.  She  was  so  at- 
tractive and  adorable-looking,  while  she 
talked  to  us  our  eyes  just  couldn't  take  her 
all  in. 

Beside  her  stood  Charles  MacArthur,  who 
was  rather  tall,  extraordinarily  handsome, 
and  just  our  ideal  of  a  man.  His  eyes  twink- 
led when  he  talked,  as  though  he  and  the 
world  knew  a  secret. 

There  was  something  magnetic  about 
these  two  people;  they  seemed  to  be  over- 
flowing with  charm  and  life. 

After  my  cousin  and  I  had  discussed 
mutual  relatives  he  asked,  "Where  do  you 
two  go  to  school?" 

When  we  said  Gulf  Park  College,  Gulf- 
port,  Miss.,  Helen  Hayes  exclaimed,  "Oh, 
how  I  envy  you!  It  must  be  beautiful  down 
there !" 

Her  husband  said,  "I  envy  you,  too.  I 
wish  I  were  just  a  school  boy  again." 

Just  think!  Two  of  the  most  famous 
people  in  the  United  States  envy  girls  who 
get  to  go  to  Gulf  Park! 

After  we  had  fully  recovered  from  the 
shock,  we  began  to  talk  to  them  again. 

When  we  showed  our  wet,  red  eyes  to 
Miss  Hayes  and  told  her  how  we  had  en- 

(Continued  on  page  18) 


SKIN  DEEP 
by 


When  he  died  I  cursed  the  gods  of  fate — 
My  only  love  torn  from  my  fond  embraces ; 
This  deed  turned  my  remaining  love  to  hate 
For  all  those  left  to  inhabit  this  earthly 

place ; 
For  never  could  I  give  my  love  except 
To  him  who  lies  in  the  barren  earth ; 
And  hatred  now  became  my  sole  concept, 
And  nothing  else  for  me  had  any  worth. 
Mother,  father,  friend  I  turned  against; 
Green  fields  and  flowering  paths  I  no  more 

trod; 
No  more  by  summer  skies  was  I  entranced ; 
My  love  lay  buried  with  him  in  the  sod; 
Until  you  came  along,  my  dear,  and  then 
You  taught  me  what  it  was  to  love  again. 


»ili 


SONNET  OF  A  SUN-WORSHIPER 


S 


essica 


K^teph 


I  ens 


The  howl  of  a  coyote,  my  lullaby. 
Is  sweet  as  any  song  composed  by  man: 
For  restful  night  speaks  in  that  lonely  cry 
And  sings  the  song  first  sung  by  magic  Pan. 
But   when   the   dawn   unfolds    her   brilliant 

fan 
And  lights  the  East  with  glories  unsurpassed 
And    gilds    the    world    in    one    tremendous 

span, 
I  worship  as  did  Druids  of  the  past 
The  heraldi  of  the  day  whose  sudden  blast 
Awakes   the   world.    The   blazing   steeds    of 

fire 
Then  rear  in  sight  and  race  up  towards  the 

vast 
And  trailess  sky  and  then  in  haste  retire. 
I  watch  them  as  they  speed  into  the  West. 
Then   darkness   curtains   all  and   gives   me 

rest. 


Music  Students 
Appear  In 
Recital 


Albert  V.  Davies 
Presented  In 
Concert 


The  music  students  of  Gulf  Park  Col- 
lege presented  a  recital  Friday,  March  11, 
at  seven-thirty  p.  m.  in  the  college  audi- 
torium. Selections  by  piano,  voice  and  violin 
pupils  composed  the  program.  Mr.  Albert 
V.  Davies,  head  of  the  music  department, 
was  in  charge  of  the  program.  He  was  as- 
sisted by  Miss  Lois  Smith,  piano  and  voice 
instructor.  Miss  Smith  accompanied  those 
students  who  sang. 

Mary  Ann  Kraft  and  Phyllis  Root  will 
give  graduation  recitals  this  spring. 

The  program  was  as  follows: 

1.  Adagio  Favori Mozart 

Dorothy  Ann  Babb 

2.  (a)   Starry  Night John  Densmore 

(b)   Pierrot Winter  Watts 

Catherine  Robinson 

3.  Arabesque Debussy 

Cora  Frances  Albert 

4.  (a)   At  Eve  I  Heard  a  Flute 

Lily   Strickland 

(b)   A  Rain  Song  __Mary  Turner  Salter 
Charlotte   Locke 

5.  Romance    LaForge 

Rosemary  Fair 

6.  (a)   Tell  Me,  0  Fair  One Mozart 

Cherubino's  Song  from  "Marriage  of  Figaro" 
(b)  Blossom  Time  _Mary  Turner  Salter 
Juliette   McCall 

7.  La  plus  que  lente Debussy 

Gladys  LeCroy 

8.  (a)   Summer  Skies Oley  Speaks 

(b)   When  Love  Is  Kind  __01d  English 

Winnie  Whitehead 

9.  Valse  Caprice  Scott 

Mary  Katherine  Shutts 

10.  Sonata  No.  1  (last  movement)- -Mozart 

Kathleen  Zollman 

11.  (a)   Serenade    Schubert 

(b)  Let  My  Song  Fill  Your 

Heart Ernest  Charles 

Gretchen  Weber 

12.  Sonata  Op.  2,  No.  3   (first  movement) 

Beethoven 

Mary  Ann  Kraft 

13.  (a)   Aus  der  Heimat Smetana 

(b)  Serenade   du   Tsigane    

Charles  Robert  Valdez 

Elizabeth  Bowen 

14.  Sonata  Op.  2,  No.  2   (first  movement) 

Beethoven 

Phyllis  Root 


Gulf  Park's  own  concert  pianist  and  com- 
poser, Albert  V.  Davies,  presented  a  delight- 
ful evening  of  music  on  March  3.  His  well- 
chosen  program  consisted  of  an  interesting 
variety,  suited  to  all  tastes. 

Sonata,  Opus  27,  No.  2 Beethoven 

Adagio  sostenuto 
Allegretto 
Presto  Agitato 

The   Isle   of   Shadows    Palmgren 

Reflets  dans  I'eau Debussy 

The    Island    Spell    Ireland 

"I  would  wash  the  dust  of  the  world 

In  a  soft  green  flood: 

Here,  between  sea  and  sea. 

In  the  fairy  wood, 

I  have  found  a  delicate. 

Wave-green  solitude  .  .  .  ." 

Feux-Follets Philipp 

"La  nuit,  d'un  coup  d'aile  a  fait  taire 
Les  dernieres  chansons  d'oiseaux: 
Les  feux-follets,  dans  le  mystere, 
S'eveillent  parmi  les  roseaux, 
Et  Ton  voit  ces  petites  flammes 
C'est  I'heure  ou  reviennent  les  ames 
Donner  a  mos  morts  un  baiser." 

Spinning  Song  (from  "The  Flying 

Dutchman")     Wagner-Liszt 

Waltz  Dohnanyi 

(From  the  Ballet  "Naila"  by  Delibes) 

Mr.  Davies  has  had  an  eventful  career  in 
the  field  of  music.  At  twelve  years  of  age 
he  started  writing,  and  one  of  his  first 
songs  was  a  "war  song,"  written  in  his  early 
school  days  at  the  time  of  the  South  African 
War.  This  was  published  and  the  proceeds- 
were  given  to  the  soldiers'  cigarette  fund. 

Mr.  Davies  has  since  composed  many 
songs  and  piano  pieces  and  they  have  been 
successfully  published  by  Schirmer  and 
other  publishing  companies. 

A  graduate  of  Durham  University  and 
Manchester  University  jn  England,  Mr. 
Davies  studied  under  the  celebrated  pianist, 
Egon  Petri.  Mr.  Davies  has  held  positions  in 
British  Columbia,  South  Dakota  and  Mis- 
souri and  has  been  here  at  Gulf  Park  since 
its  founding. 

Mr.  Davies,  a  versatile  personality",  i^^rii 
joys  as  his  hobbies  all  sports,  especially 
fishing  and  tennis,  and  also  cabinet-mak- 
ing and  collecting  old  furniture  and  relics. 


A  Pilgrimage  Into  The  Deep  South 

s>/ta/y   (F//a  c/vedskaw,   '38  kJcUs  of  C:futf  %  ark  ^Jour  to 
>^atcAez,     Vicksfyur^     /acUson  and  ^Jjaton  C/vouae 


"Hurry  on!  Let's  get  a  good  seat  on  the 
bus!  Don't  be  so  sleepy — open  your  eyes  so 
you  can  see  all  that  is  possible  to  be  taken 
in  of  the  South  in  three  days." 

At  6:35  a.  m.  two  buses  full  of  Gulf 
Parkites  left  for  three  full  days  of  fun  and 
sight  seeing. 

Our  first  stop  was  at  Jackson.  We  enter- 
ed the  Capitol  building,  which  is  a  veritable 
museum.  Among  the  interesting  items  which 
attracted  our  attention  were  old  pieces  of 
silver  and  paper  money,  Indian  peace  pipes, 
and  pictures  of  influential  men  during  the 
Civil  War.  Leaves  from  the  grave  of  Robert 
E.  Lee,  and  a  bill  of  sale  of  two  slaves  were 
the  most  interesting  to  me,  a  Yankee.  The 
Capitol  cost  $1,933,641,  and  the  interesting 
fact  is  that  the  back  taxes  of  the  Illinois 
Central  Railroad  made  it  possible  for  the 
building  to  be  paid  for  at  its  completion. 

After  a  delicious  dinner  at  the  Edwards 
Hotel  we  proceeded  on  our  way. 

At  the  Vicksburg  National  Park  situated 
on  the  high  ground  midway  between  Wal- 
nut Hill  and  the  old  bend  of  the  Missis- 
sippi river,  we  marveled  at  the  picturesque 
setting  of  the  long  avenues  of  rare  and 
stately  trees.  From  the  mound  located  in 
the  southern  end  of  the  grounds,  the  ceme- 
tery, once  the  sight  of  armed  camps  be- 
sieging the  city,  is  now  the  last  resting 
place  of  more  than  15,000  of  our  country's 
honored  dead.  It  seemed  as  if  Nature  were 
giving  tribute  to  the  gallant  host  encamp- 
ed there  so  silently  amid  the  inspiring  love- 
liness of  Dame  Nature.  There  we  had  the 
magnificent  view  of  the  Mississippi  Delta 
land,  and  the  waters  of  the  Lake  Centennial, 
the  Mississippi  and  Yazoo  Rivers. 

The  Glory  Road,  a  program  given  by  the 
colored  folks  of  the  Zion  church  at  Natchez 
Sunday  evening,  was  more  than  enjoyed  by 
our  party.  The  spirituals,  sung  by  many 
folk— the  sons  and  daughters  of  slaves, 
brought  back  pictures  of  the  old  South  be- 
fore the  tirtie  of  the  Civil  War. 

Monday  morning  we  went  to  the  stately, 
magnificent  old  mansions.  The  routes  were 
marked  by  colorful  placards  of  colonial 
ladies.  Our  first  tour  was  guided  by  the 
lovely  lady  in  red.  Of  course  you  know  that 
no  two  houses  are  alike  architecturally. 
Every  home  had  distinctive  features — 
beautiful  doorways,  spacious  halls,  spiral 
stairs,  elaborately  carved  woodwork,  ceil- 
inged  rooms  of  scenes  of  historic  events  and 


legends  of  romance.  We  were  greeted  on 
all  sides  by  ladies  dressed  in  colonial  attire 
who  were  very  gracious. 

Elgin  was  our  first  stop.  The  house,  a 
spacious  frame  building  with  wide  old- 
fashioned  southern  galleries,  was  supported 
by  Doric  columns.  Exquisite  silver,  crystal 
and  Bohemian  glassware,  oil  paintings, 
black  African  marble  mantels,  a  quaint 
winding  stair  of  pure  mahogany  were  in- 
teresting. In  the  dining  room  was  a  large 
oak  fan  called  a  punkah  which  hung  sus- 
pended over  the  table  on  an  iron  rod  be- 
tween two  oaken  arms.  A  cord  was  attach- 
ed and  during  the  serving  of  meals  a  slave 
propelled  the  fan  to  and  fro.  Two  little 
negro  children  seemed  to  enjoy  pulling  the 
cord  as  we  watched  them. 

Hawthorne  stood  secluded  behind  an  oak 
embowered  landscape.  It  was  fair  to  look 
upon  because  simplicity  gave  the  place  such 
wholesome  charm.  Not  a  line  of  the  original 
plan  has  been  changed  so  it  presents  the 
same  appearance  it  bore  when  erected.  On 
the  marble  mantel,  a  pair  of  old  candelbra 
were  seen  and  directly  over  the  fireplace 
was  an  interesting  portrait  of  General  Wash- 
ington, thought  to  be  the  work  of  Copley. 

No  home  marks  more  strongly  the  tragedy 
of  the  Civil  War  than  Longwood.  It  was  al- 
most finished  when  the  war  broke  out;  in 
a  few  months,  this  home  would  have  been 
completed.  But  the  workmen  left  their  tools, 
paints,  clothes,  and  went  to  war;  slaves 
were  freed  and  the  plantation  ruined.  Visi- 
tors climb  its  unfinished  five  stories  of 
thirty-two  rooms  to  the  dome  and  find  them- 
selves above  the  treetops  of  surrounding 
plantations.  There  were  two  oil  paintings 
thought  to  be  the  work  of  Reubens.  Most 
of  the  furniture  was  in  richly  carved  rose- 
wood; there  were  sofas  and  chairs  on  the 
Empire  and  Louis  IV  lines,  and  an  ancient 
grand  piano,  one  of  the  first  ever  brought 
to  Mississippi.  The  bedrooms  were  furnished 
with  beautiful  four  posters,  carved  rose- 
wood armours,  bronze  lamps,  French  dress- 
ers and  chests  of  drawers  in  carved  rose- 
wood. 

The  Elms,  standing  in  the  midst  of  an 
old-fashioned  garden,  belongs  to  the  Spanish 
era  and  has  been  in  the  possession  of  the 
present  family  for  four  generations.  The 
bell  system  was  most  interesting;  it  was 
installed  over  a  hundred  years  ago.  The 
bells  were  attached  to  what  was  at  that 
(Continued  on  page  16) 
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"Footnotes— American'' 
Dance  League 
Presents  Recital 


I 


Mrs.  Cox  Honors 
High  School 
With  Tpa 

The   Dance   League   presented   "footnotes  "•IL^^    lua 

-American''  in  the  college  auditormm  Mo^^^  ^    g^^^        afternoon    tea,    honoring   the 

day  evening,  March  14   at  eight-fifteen.  The  jjigh  School  class,  was  given  by  Mrs.  Cox, 

dancers    were    presented    in    the    following  ^p^-j   ^^^   ^^   5.3^  ^    ^    ^he  friendly   and 

program.  pleasant  atmosphere  was  accentuated  by  the 

Cabaret.  domination  of  red  and  white,  the  class  col- 

1.     1-recision  Liiorus— -  -^  ^^^  ^^^^  ^^^  decorations.   Red  and 

Cora   Frances   Albert    Margaret    Ca-  ^^-^^  ^^^^^  artistically  arranged  in  a  lovely 

Treva  Jung    Mat^Mabd  Murrell""'  ^^^^  ^^^^  ^"  enchanting  centerpiece  Sur- 

^^eva  Jung,  Mary  Mabel  Murreii.  rounding  that  were  all  kinds  of  delicacies. 

z.     ioe  Lrahop—  ^j^g  f^yj^  salads,  which  were  hollowed  out 

Q      ^  f^  i* ranees  James  oranges    dressed    in    lace    paper    hats    and 

6.     Modern  ioe—  ^.^^  ^-^j^  ^^^  ribbons,  looked  like  baskets 

±iarbara^Jervis  ^^  spring  flowers.  The  sandwiches  of  cream 

iappers             ^^^     ,    -^r           i.  f^      ii  cheese   hemmed   with   pimento   and   topped 

Cora  Frances  Albert,  Margaret  Cazell,  ^.^j^   ^j.^^^   r^di^Y^e^   carried   out   the   color 

Adair  Dollar,   EvellaFaciane,   Treva  ^^^^^^    p^^^jj              ^^j^^  ^^^^  ^^^^  ^^^^ 

Jung,   Mary  Mable  Murrell.  ^^^  ^^^^  prepared  to   complete  the   clever 

importations  j^^^    ^^^  ^^^  ^^^^^  frosting  covered  four 

1.  From   Holland                 Medley  ^j^^^    j            ^^  ^^^  ^^^^^  ^^^^ 

Mary  Lu  Fullerton  ^     ,.     ,     ,              .                  .,      .      .,   ,. 

2.  From  Russia   Tschaikowsky  Particularly  cunning  were  the  invitations 

Pricilla   Williard  ^*^"^  °^^'  written  by  Mrs.  Cox: 

3.  From  India Strickland  "On  Sunday  evening  with  me  you  will  dine. 

Earlene  Clayton  Your  colors,  red  and  white,  our  salads  shall 

4.  From   Spain   _    entwine                 ,   cj-    ^  1     f 

Iturbi   Ortiz  Arrangement  0^  course,  this  is  not  St.  Valentine 

Dorothy  Whetston  ^^^  ^^  H-  S-  ^^^^^'  ^^^  ^^  ^^^  ^^®  "^'"^• 

5.  From  Italy Johann  Strauss  To    show    their    appreciation    of    such    a 

Betty  Ferguson  lovely  party  and  to  express,  as  best  they 

Rural:  could,  their  thanks,  the  girls  sang  the  class 

1.  Down  on  the  Farm  —  alma  mater,  bringing  to  a  close  a  delight- 

Duet:  Charlotte  Cade,  Treva  Jung.  ful  afternoon. 

Chorus:      Charlotte      Cade,     Bernice  

Cook,  Evelyn  Hood,  Treva  Jung. 

2.  Way  Out  West—  Jake  And  I 

Jane    Englehart,    Lily    Jane    Hansen, 

Caroline  Jones,  Jeanne  Martin,  Mary  WinS  jtatO  rrize 

Bell  Schultz,  Mary  James  Sisk.  ^^                     ^,                 .      ^         .x  .  , 

Uj.]gg^j^.  Honors   recently   came   to   Dean   Hatcher 

1      "Tonight  the  Ballet"   when    she    won    the    Annual    State    Loving 

_*_ Czibulka  and  Grofe  Cup  in  the  Essay  Contest  sponsored  by  the 

gQjQJj.^ Adair  Dollar  Mississippi    Federation    of   Women's    Clubs. 

Ensemble— Bernice  Croak,  Jean  Hen-  Miss  Hatcher's  essay  was  "Jake  and  I,"  in 

drick,    Helen    Frances    James,    Betty  which  she  told  of  herself  and  her  car  dur- 

Ferguson,    Mary    Lee    Smith,    Doro-  i"g  the  depression.  She  accepted  this  honor 

thy  Whetston  ^"  April  at  Jackson,  Miss. 

The   production   committee   of   the   dance  Miss  Hatcher  has  also  received  awards  in 

recital  was  as  follows:  the  national  contest  sponsored  by  a  poetry 

Lights:  magazine,    The    Blue    Moon,    published    in 

Rosemary  Fair,   Ada  Lee  Nichols,   La-  Washington,  D.  C.  She  entered  two  poems 

Nor  Moore.  and  was  awarded  first  prize  for  her  poem 

Makeup:  Roisterer    June    and    tenth    place    for    The 

Beth   Phetteplace,   Margy   Brown.  Triolet.  Both  poems  are  to  be  published  in 

Ushers:  the  new  issue  of  The  Blue  Moon. 

Mary  Robinson,  Marjorie  Sharp,  Peggy  Miss  Hatcher  is  Dean  of  Women  at  Gulf 

Williams.  Park  and  fulfills  this  office  as  successfully 

(Continued  on  page  17)  as  she  does  her  writing. 


Things  I've  Learned  At 
Gulf  Park 

cSettif  cOelcfier,  * 39 

I  hadn't  given  much  consideration  to  col- 
lege life  before  I  came  to  Gulf  Park.  I  had 
no  idea  of  what  it  was  going  to  be  like. 
Since  I  have  been  here,  I  have  learned  that 
there  is  more  to  it  than  what  one  learns 
from  books.  I  have  learned  to  be  neater,  to 
be  more  economical,  to  be  more  independ- 
ent, to  be  more  considerate,  to  know  more 
girls. 

When  I  first  came  to  Gulf  Park,  I  just 
took  off  my  clothes  and  left  them  right 
where  I  took  them  off.  I  soon  learned  that 
I  wasn't  at  home  and  that  I  didn't  have 
someone  to  come  along  behind  me  and  pick 
them  up.  In  putting  my  clothes  away,  I 
have  noticed  how  much  easier  it  is  for  me 
to  find  them.  I  have  also  learned  that  it 
doesn't  take  any  more  time  to  put  them 
away  when  I  take  them  off,  and  it's  just  as 
easy  to  hang  them  up  as  it  is  to  lay  them 
across  the  bed  or  across  a  chair. 

I  had  never  reahzed  how  much  money  I 
spent  until  this  fall.  Being  at  Gulf  Park 
isn't  like  being  at  home  and  going  into  a 
store  and  buying  whatever  I  want  and  say- 
ing; "Charge  it  to  Daddy."  It's  altogether 
a  different  proposition.  I'm  really  ashamed 
of  myself  for  spending  as  much  money  as 
I  do  at  home.  Since  I  have  been  here,  I 
have  learned  that  being  "broke"  is  an  every- 
day occurrence  for  me.  By  the  end  of  school 
I  hope  that  I  can  learn  to  save  a  little  mon- 
ey instead  of   always  being  "broke." 

Independence  is  one  thing  that  I  lacked. 
I  could  never  get  ready  to  go  out  unless 
Mother  was  with  me  to  help  me  get  ready. 
I  didn't  seem  to  be  able  to  do  anything  with- 
out her.  Now  I  can  do  almost  as  well  with- 
out her.  In  doing  things  for  myself,  I  have 
found  that  it  does  take  me  a  little  longer, 
but  still  I  get  them  done.  Mother  would  help 
me  look  for  my  clothes  and  help  me  do 
other  such  things. 

I  have  learned  to  be  more  considerate.  By 
this  I  mean  that  I  have  learned  to  share 
things  with  other  people,  such  as  my  room- 
mate and  my  suite-mates.^  Above  all,  I  have 
learned  to  keep  quiet  when  other  people 
are  tr,ying  to  do  something  that  requires 
quiet.  When  I  was  in  high  school,  I  studied 
all  of  my  lessons  aloud  to  myself.  Now  I 
have  to  take  other  people  into  considera- 
tion and  study  to  myself.  I  still  think  that 
if  I  could  study  aloud  that  I  could  get  more 
out  of  my  lessons,  but  I  hope  to  learn  to 
study  to  myself. 


Girls  Hear 
Nelson  Eddy 


"Bravo !"  "What  a  beautiful  voice !"  "Isn't 
he  handsome!"  "He  has  such  a  rich  person- 
ality!" These  were  just  some  of  the  count- 
less remarks  and  praises  that  were  over- 
heard at  the  Municipal  Auditorium;  Friday, 
March  4,  presenting  Nelson  Eddy,  famous 
baritone  singer  of  the  concert,  opera,  screen 
and  radio  with  his  accompanist,  Theodore 
Paxton. 

Mr.  Davies  chaperoned  Evella  Faciane, 
Marjorie  Scholz,  Mary  K.  Shutts,  Jane 
Englehart,  Patricia  Tipton,  Helen  Frances 
James  and  Phyllis  Jane  Root.  Marjorie 
Scholz  and  Evella  Faciane,  who  received 
complimentary  tickets,  were  among  those 
seated  on  the  stage.  The  students  left  on 
the  afternoon  bus  for  New  Orleans  arriv- 
ing in  time  to  enjoy  a  nice  dinner  at 
Gallatoires,  going  immediately  to  the  Muni- 
cipal Auditorium  afterwards. 

Mr.  Eddy  has  a  charm  and  personality 
that  enchants  so  many  of  his  admirers.  He 
is  a  tall  man — a  very  tall  man — his  hair 
extremely  blond  in  contrast  to  his  dark 
tuxedo,  his  shoulders  so  broad  beneath  the 
material.  He  strolls  across  the  stage  with 
the  ease  of  one  who  cares  for  nothing  but 
the  joy  of  singing. 

Here  are  a  few  of  the  most  familiar  num- 
bers taken  from  his  program: 

Air:  "Good  Fellows,  Be  Merry!"  from  the 
Peasant  Cantata  by  Johann  Sebastian  Bach 
Staendchen — Franz  Shubert 
Ricordati  di  me — F.  Paolo  Tosti 
Air:    "Promesse    de   mon    Avenir,"    from 
"Le  Roi  de  Lahore"  by  Jules  Massenet. 
Her  Voice — John  Alden  Carpenter 
My  Sword  for  the  King — Michael  Head 
The     Blind     Ploughman — R.     Coningsby 
Clark. 

Mr.  Eddy  was  very  generous  with  his 
encores,  among  which  was- his  ever  popular 
"Flea  Song,"  "Sylvia,"  "Sweetheart,"  and 
a  selection  from  his  latest  picture  "The  Girl 
of  the  Golden  West." 

—Phyllis  Root,   '38 

Dormitory  life  is  a  great  experience  in 
anyone's  life,  because  it  helps  one  to  get 
acquainted  with  different  people.  When  I 
first  thought  about  meeting  new  people 
and  making  new  friends,  I  didn't  like  it 
at  all.  Now  that  I  have  done  it  I  think  that 
it  has  been  a  lot  of  fun.  I  have  come  in 
contact  with  girls  from  practically  every 
state  in  the  United  States.  In  knowing  these 
girls,  I  have  learned  that  the  statement, 
"This  world  is  a  little  place,  after  all",  is 
true. 
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Missouri  Club 
Has  Picnic  On 
Ship  Island 

Waking  up  early  Monday  morning,  March 
14,  we  realized  that  the  day  was  cloudy  and 
sunless.  There  was  no  hope  for  our  picnic. 
However,  we  were  wrong,  for  at  nine-thirty, 
forty  girls  on  invitation  of  the  Missouri 
Club  left  the  Gulf  Park  College  pier  for 
Ship  Island. 

The  trip  over  lasted  about  two  hours  and 
a  half,  during  which  the  sun  did  its  best 
and  peeked  through.  Several  girls  sat  on 
the  bow  of  the  boat.  They  hoped  a  stray 
wave  might  splash  their  bare  feet ;  and  they 
certainly  didn't  hope  in  vain,  for  the  v/ater 
was  very  rough.  They  soon  found  them- 
selves soaked  with  the  spray  and  had  to  re- 
treat. Others  were  gathered  on  the  top  deck, 
singing  favorite  songs. 

Before  long,  we  reached  the  island.  It  is 
a  long  strip  of  land,  covered  with  marsh 
grass  and  Oxalis  with  no  other  vegetation. 
Nevertheless,  it  was  very  attractive.  The 
surrounding  water  was  a  lovely  blue-green. 
At  the  far  end  of  this  sandy  strip  was  a 
tall,  white  brick  lighthouse;  but  at  the  end 
we  had  docked  at  loomed  the  red  brick 
walls  of  the  old  Fort  Massachussetts.  This 
was  of  particular  interest  to  us.  Mr.  Cooke 
had  permission  for  us  to  explore  it,  so  we 
dropped  everything  else — including  our  de- 
licious lunch — and  went  within  its  walls. 
These  walls  were  very  thick,  and  there  were 
numerous  passageways  through  them.  We 
found  one  dark  passage  that  had  a  "danger" 
sign  painted  by  the  opening. 

"Let's  go  on  in  anyway,  girls,"  said  Betty 
Andres,  rather  frightened  at  her  own  brav- 
ery. "We  can  follow  the  wall,  and  soon  our 
eyes  will  become  accustomed  to  the  dark- 
ness." We  agreed  and  found  ourselves  creep- 
ing through  the  pitch  blackness,  down  a 
spiral  staircase. 

At  the  end  of  a  ten-minute,  cautious 
descent,  we  were  extremely  disappointed  to 
realize  that  we  had  merely  reached  the 
court  by  a  different  tunnel. 

We  examined  other  parts  of  the  fort  then, 
finding  one  battered  remnant  of  a  huge 
cannon,  climbing  in  a  powder  pit,  and  walk- 
ing through  similar  dark  openings.  Lastly, 
we  went  to  see  the  dungeon  room.  This  was 
lighted  by  a  recently-installed  electric  light. 
We  found  it  to  be  a  triangularly-shaped 
room  with  two  openings  about  two  inches 
wide,  reaching  from  top  to  bottom,  provid- 
ing necessary  air.  One  wall  was  composed 
of  huge  pieces  of  timber,  crossing  and  re- 
crossing  with  ancient  holes,  which  no  doubt 
had  been  made  to  secure  prisoners'  chains. 


Junior  Class 
Wins  Goat 


The  Junior  Class  has  again  won  His 
Majesty  the  Goat  in  the  latest  of  Gulf  Park 
athletic  competition — basketball.  This  sym- 
bol of  victory  is  now  a  captive  of  that  class 
and  will  be  until  he  is  rescued  by  discovery 
or  victory  of  some  other  class. 

The  first  game  of  the  tournament  was 
held  Thursday,  March  3,  between  the  Seniors 
and  the  High  School.  This  game  was  full  of 
excitement,  thrills  and  many  baskets.  Each 
girl  shot  with  deadly  accuracy,  dropping  the 
ball  through  the  goal.  But  had  one  team 
been  a  little  more  accurate,  the  score  would 
not  have  been  what  it  was — a  tie — twenty- 
three  to  twenty-three.  The  teams  were: 
Seniors : 

Forwards — Daily,     Broeder,     Haraway, 
(captain.) 

Guards — Skelley,  Goff,  Palmer 
High  School: 

Forwards — Pratt,    Van    Dolah,    Alder- 
man, Sims  (captain.) 

Guards — Patrick,  Williams,  Ledyard, 
Archer,  Hirsch. 
The  second  game  was  played  the  follow- 
ing afternoon,  Friday,  with  the  Seniors  vs. 
Juniors.  The  amazing  Junior  combination 
of  the.  three  forwards.  Smith,  Kirkpatrick, 
and  Hinshaw  (Captain)  carried  the  ball 
down  the  court  time  after  time  to  build  up 
a  score  of  23-3  for  the  Junior  class. 

The  final  game  of  the  tournament  was 
staged  the  next  week  on  Tuesday,  March  8, 
at  four  o'clock  between  the  Juniors  and  the 
High  School.  The  High  School  had  tied  their 
first  game  and  the  Juniors  had  won  the 
preceeding  one,  so  this  was  the  decisive 
match.  The  Juniors  scored  a  lead  on  the 
High  School  in  the  beginning  of  the  game 
but  they  never  let  down.  Through  the  en- 
tire moments  of  play,  they  remained  con- 
fident. This  confidence  and  their  speed  car- 
ried them  through  victory  with  a  score  of 
21-7.  That  night,  the  president  of  the  class, 
Kathleen  Zollman  was  presented  with  His 
Majesty  the  Goat  in  the  dining  room.  Here's 
to  the  Juniors — it  was  an  exciting  tourna- 
ment. 

The  place  had  a  weird  atmosphere  of  the 
days  of  1860  and  the  Civil  War,  of  untold 
tortures  for  unfounded  crimes. 

We  left  satisfied  but  rather  glad  to  be 
back  on  the  sandy  beach  with  the  rest  of 
our  alloted  time  to  be  spent  on  the  other 
side  of  the  island.  There  we  found  the  true 
Gulf  of  Mexico  with  its  breakers,  sounding 
on  the  white  shore.  After  playing  with  a 
huge  jellyfish,  we  donned  suits  and  rushed 

(Continued  on  page  16) 
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THE  GOBLIN 


Living  in  ink  wells  has  its  disadvantages, 
for  I  am  here  to  tell  you  Florrie  Guy's  ink 
supply  is  running  low — what  with  writing 
Cliff  all  those  letters.  Have  you  seen  the 
lovely  watch  fob  he  presented  her  with 
Christmas  to  say  nothing  of  the  K.  A,  pin 
she  now  flaunts.  .  .  .   ? 

Senior  Hall  is .  now  haunted  by  familiar 
strains  from  Lohengrin's  wedding  march. 
Diamonds  to  Helen  Louise  and  Betty,  but 
orchids  to  Kenny  and  Hank  for  their  ex- 
cellent selection. 

Bea's  eyes  light  up  when  you  ask  any  in- 
formation about  her  pin — and  she  then 
makes  it  known  "A  Phi  Gam  sweetheart  pin 
from  Rayne."  We  also  note  that  his  Phi 
Gam  ring  has  been  cut  to  fit  her  finger 
which  is  evident  that  it  has  found  its  rest- 
ing place. 

Precious  gifts  come  in  small  packages — 
ask  Duffie.  A  Phi  Delt  pin  bearing  initials 
B.  D. — through  the  mail. 

Noticed  Virginia  Powers  buying  postage 
for  a  picture  going  to  Illinois  University. 
We  have  proof  it's  not  one-sided  because 
the  fair  maid  wears  the  Phi  Gam's  pin. 

Nettie  isn't  collecting  medals — no  ju^t 
a  token  of  affection  from  one  West  Point 
cadet.  And  with  it  a  bid  to  June  Week. 

The  Junior  dance  was  quite  a  success 
according  to  latest  reports  from  Adair. 
Peculiar  situation  Frank  dating  roommates. 

"Oh,  no,  it  isn't  the  spring;  it's  LOVE 
in  bloom!"  How  true!  How  true!  Gulf  Park 
girls  are  always  busy  winning  hearts. 

Selma,  everyone  is  anxious  to  meet  "El 
Capitan"  Don't  hesitate  to  show  him  off, 
because  we  know  we  haven't  a  chance 
against  your  "Eyes  of  Brown." 

"Small  but  Mighty"  Jean  Warner  has 
certainly  had  little  trouble  in  capturing  the 
heart  of  one  certain  Carl.  Shall  we  say — 
more  power  to  her? 

The  Open  House  must  have  been  quite  a 
success.  At  least  it  turned  out  well  for 
Zelda.  We  noticed  that  "the  Eddie"  was 
calling  at  Gulf  Park  on  Sunday,  March  27. 
"There  is  something  about  a  uniform." 

It  is  really  a  shame  that  so  many  hearts 
are  in  New  Orleans,  but  then  that  is  a  good 
excuse  for  trips  home.  I  wonder  if  Hart, 
Elka,  Dottie,  Frances  French,  and  Meliss 
agree? 

Everyone  is  hoping  that  the  "petite"  Ann 
Simmons  can  put  the  Bachelor  Oscar  Cassi- 
bry  back  on  terra  firma. 


The  cruise  came  back  in  the  nick  of  time. 
Jyme,  you  shouldn't  leave  Bobbie  when  a 
certain  Senior  is  around.  By  the  way,  Fred- 
die Dawson  still  misses  his  Dodo. 

Jane  Rice  has  certainly  had  fun!  How 
many  are  there  now,  Jane?  Knobby,  Parker, 
Fred — (That's  not  counting  the  ones  you 
left  behind  you !) 

What  has  happened  to  Goody?  Apparent- 
ly he  learned  that  those  West  Texas  girls 
are  certainly  independent.  A  certain  Miss 
Hutto,  I  believe. 

"The  love  bug  will  bite  you  if  you  don't 
watch  out."  Cadets  say  that  Allemandi  has 
been  bitten  and  Lloyd  Hall  can  vouch  for 
Rebecca. 

Tom  Rand  has  certainly  created  a  sensa- 
tion among  Seniors,  Juniors,  and  two  of  our 
Sophomores. 

For  a  certain  Gulfport  boy  it  was  love 
at  first  sight!  Even  on  a  spring  vacation^ — - 
shall  we  ask  Crommelin  to  enlighten  us? 

All's  fair  in  love  and  war!  At  least  a 
certain  cadet  seems  to  think  so  where  Anita 
Chumney  is  concerned. 

Wouldn't  it  be  nice  if  we  all  had  pretty 
brown  eyes?  If  that  day  ever  comes.  Miss 
Mitchell  should  be  able  to  give  us  some 
pointers.  Which  is  it  now,  Betty,  New  Or- 
leans or  Gulfport? 

Why  doesn't  Helen  Frances  give  Peyton 
Turner  a  break?  Is  it  some  one  at  home? 

Goat's  visits  to  our  campus  are  becoming 
more  regular.  Is  it  Yvonne? 

Puds,  don't  desert  Cadets  just  because  of 
a  certain  town  boy.  I  think  his  initials  are 
T.  R. 

It's  a  shame  Andres  won't  give  the  boys 
a  break,  but  I  guess  she  is  being  loyal  to 
Murray. 

"Spring  has  sprung"  and  I  guess  I'd  bet- 
ter run  before  too  many  people  get  wise. 

P.  S.  Spring  soon  passes  into  summer — 
then  what? 


New  Activities 


During  the  new  Spring  term  of  physical 
education  classes,  several  new  and  interest- 
ing activities  have  been  introduced  into 
the  recreation  program  of  Gulf  Park  stu- 
dents. They  are  pingpong,  badminton,  and 
horseshoes. 

Pingpong  helps  train  us  to  move  quickly 
with  swift,  graceful  movements,  while 
horseshoes  is  a  distinct  test  of  accuracy. 
Badminton  is  a  newly  developed  English 
craze  that  has  been  Americanized.  All  of 
these  are  good  fun  and  good  sport,  and 
the  students  enjoy  them  immensely. 
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Everyman 
Presented  By 
Jet  Maskers 


On  Wednesday,  March  16,  in  the  college 
auditorium;  the  morality  play  "The  Sum- 
moning of  Everyman"  was  presented  by 
the  Jet  Maskers.  It  was  the  fourth  presenta- 
tion of  the  play  at  Gulf  Park,  which  has 
become  an  annual  tradition. 

The  music  which  helped  to  establish  the 
mood  for  the  play  was  furnished  by  Phyllis 
Root  at  the  piano  and  Elizabeth  Bowen, 
the  violin.  They  played  the  well  known 
selection    "Prayer"    by    Cesar    Franck. 

Helen  Frances  James,  as  the  Messenger 
gave  the  speech  that  opened  the  play.  Miss 
Willietta  Evans  interpreted  the  Voice  of  God 
that  called  Death,  played  by  Lily  Jane  Han- 
sen, to  go  into  the  world  and  bring  Every- 
man, who  was  capably  portrayed  by  Jean 
Gililand,  to  "fearful  reckoning"  for  all  his 
sins.  Then  the  scene  opened  on  Deceit,  Jean 
Warner,  and  Cowardice,  Maria  Jane  Hall, 
who  were  planning  how  they  could  exploit 
Everyman  for  their  own  gain.  While  they 
were  speaking  Miriam  Whitfield,  who  play- 
ed the  part  of  Fellow,  and  Everyman  enter- 
ed followed  by  Marilyn  Mason,  as  Consci- 
ence, who  was  "ever  at  the  side  of  Every- 
man." They  had  come  to  the  market  place 
to  buy  goods;  here  they  were  joined  by 
Kindred,  Jean  Wilson;  Cousin,  Beth  Mc- 
intosh; and  Conceit,  Zelda  Fleisher.  While 
Good  Fellow  went  to  summon  the  mer- 
chants, Everyman  succeeds  in  vanquishing 
Cowardice  and  he  and  Deceit  depart.  With 
the  arrival  of  the  merchants,  Everyman  ex- 
amines their  wares,  but  will  not  buy  from 
Doris  Dean,  as  Malice,  or  Frances  Freiler, 
as  Faith.  However,  when  Yvonne  Jamison 
as  evil,  shows  the  stone  of  folly,  all  bid  for 
it.  Everyman  offers  his  soul  for  it,  where- 
upon Death  reappears  and  tells  Everyman 
that  he  has  been  summoned  to  appear  be- 
fore God.  While  Everyman  is  thus  grieving. 
Fellow  returns  but  proves  to  be  only  a  fair- 
weather  friend  because  when  he  hears  of 
Everyman's  fate,  he  forsakes  him.  Gladys 
Martha  LeCroy,  as  the  servant,  then  enters 
bearing  torches  and  announcing  the  entrance 
of  Goods,  played  by  Minnie  Lou  Kirkpat- 
rick.  He  also  refuses  to  accompany  Every- 
man. After  Everyman  has  seen  Confession, 
Edith  Winans,  and  has  received  contrition 
for  his  sins,  he  calls  on  Don  Hutto,  his  good 
Deeds;  Patricia  Kimmel,  as  Knowledge; 
Selma  Sayeg,  Discretion;  Bernice  Croak,  as 
Five   Wits;   Virginia  Powers   as   Strength; 


and  Mary  Ethel  Philips,  who  is  Beauty,  to 
go  with  him  on  this  journey.  However,  all 
prove  untrue  and  desert  him,  except  Good 
Deeds  and  Knowledge  who  remain  loyal  for- 
evermore. 

This  play  is  one  of  the  most  significant 
plays  in  the  history  of  dramatic  literatures. 
It  shows  in  a  vivid  pattern  the  struggle  be- 
tween the  good  and  bad  forces  for  a  human 
soul. 

The  cast  and  production  staff  made  possi- 
ble a  fine  interpretation  and  an  excellently 
integrated  composition,  and  the  spiritual 
essence  of  the  old  morality  play  was  pre- 
served and  presented  to  the  audience  in  a 
finished  performance. 


Sandwiches  Down; 
Treasury  Dp! 

The  Jet  Maskers,  in  addition  to  the  radio 
programs  that  they  have  been  appearing  on 
and  the  last  play  "Everyman,"  have  been 
engaging  in  a  fine  bit  of  salesmanship.  One 
evening  they  sold  popcorn,  much  to  the 
pleasure  of  the  other  students ;  then,  they 
also  sponsored  a  sandwich  sale  which  proved 
very  successful. 

Several  of  the  Seniors  in  the  speech  de- 
partment are  planning  to  give  their  recitals 
in  the  near  future.  All  are  anxiously  look- 
ing forward  to  the  arrival  of  Miss  Shepard- 
son  the  end  of  this  month. 


Portrait  Painting 


While  out  communing  with  nature,  turn 
in,  as  many  others  are  doing,  at  the  Art 
Studio.  Attracting  most  everyone  is  the 
portrait  painting.  Betty  Conwell,  senior,  and 
Evelyn  Hunter,  junior,  are  absorbed  in 
catching  likenesses  of  some  of  your  well 
known  figures  on  the  campus.  Betty  has 
portrayed  Miss  Fretwell  and  Dee  Jones  in 
oil  and  is  now  working  on  sketch  portraits 
of  Miss  Benson  and  Shirley  Van  Dolah.  Be- 
fore Christmas  she  finished  a  pastel  of 
Marie  McFerren. 

Evelyn  Hunter  started  her  portrait  paint- 
ing by  a  study  of  Tony  Alston  in  charcoal. 
Her  second  is  an  oil  of  Martha  Broeder, 
senior  president. 

April  19  the  studio  will  entertain  the 
Woman's  Club  with  an  exhibition  of  the 
Gulf  Coast  Art  Association. 
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Gulf  Park 

Broadcasts 

Bi-Monthli) 


Gulf  Park  is  really  on  the  air!  Tune  in 
on  your  radios  every  other  Saturday  after- 
noon at  4:15  and  you  will  hear  a  half  hour 
of  entertainment  that  will  make  you  aware 
— for  the  first  time,  perhaps — of  the  rich- 
ness of  talent  in  the  Gulf  Park  student 
body. 

Miss  Iva  Mae  Pilcher  relates  interesting 
news  of  campus  activities  and  introduces 
the  vocal  and  speech  students  who  com- 
prise the  thirty  minute  program. 

This  new  project  of  Gulf  Park  College  has 
had  a  success  that  is  encouraging  to  all 
those  Gulf  Park  girls  and  faculty  members 
who  wish  to  keep  flourishing  the  progressive 
spirit  of  the  college.  We  are  proud  of  the 
growing  prestige  of  our  alma  mater,  and 
we  believe  that  these  radio  broadcasts  from 
WGCM  will  continue  as  a  medium  for  in- 
creasing this  prestige. 

Besides  the  members  of  the  Glee  Club, 
the  following  students  have  taken  part  in 
the  broadcasts  up  to  this  time:  Pat  Kimmel, 
Miriam  Whitfield,  Gretchen  Weber,  Mary 
Washburn,  Helen  Frances  James,  Winnie 
Whitehead,  Catherine  Robinson,  and  Char- 
lotte Locke.  Miss  Iva  Mae  Pilcher  conducted 
the  programs  and  Miss  Lois  Smith  accom- 
panied the  vocalists. 

The  third  in  a  series  of  bi-monthly  radio 
programs  presented  over  WGCM  by  Gulf 
Gulf  Park  Colllege  was  given  Saturday  af- 
ternoon, April  9.  Miss  Pilcher,  announcer, 
first  introduced  Juliette  McCall  who,  accom- 
panied by  Miss  Lois  Smith,  opened  the  pro- 
gram with  Cherubino's  song  from  "The 
Marriage  of  Figaro"  by  Mozart. 

Then  the  Jet  Maskers  presented  a  one- 
act  play  entitled  "Freedom  of  Choice"  by 
William  J.  Farma.  The  members  of  the  cast 
included  Mary  Washburn,  as  Mrs.  Brent; 
and  Jean  Gilliland,  as  John  Brent  (her  hus- 
band.) The  other  members  of  the  family 
were  Phoebe  Brent,  the  youngest  child,  play- 
ed by  Helene  Herzfeld;  Marcia  Brent  by 
Jean  Warner;  Jeanette  Brent,  the  eldest 
daughter,  Miriam  Whitfield;  a  son,  Henry 
Brent,  Don  Hutto.  Aunt  Margaret,  John's 
sister,  was  played  by  Patricia  Kimmel. 

After  the  play.  Miss  Pilcher  told  the  cam- 
pus news  and  then  Juhette  McCall  closed  the 
afternoon's  broadcast  by  singing  Blossom 
Time,  by  Mary  Turner  Salter. 


Gov.  Hugh  White 
Visits  Campus 


In  the  early  afternoon  of  Sunday,  March 
6,  Gulf  Park  was  honored  by  a  visit  from 
the  Governor  of  Mississippi,  Hugh  White, 
and  members  of  the  State  Legislature.  These 
distinguished  persons  were  on  the  Coast 
making  business  tours. 

As  the  parade  of  cars  headed  by  the 
governor's  and  escorted  by  state  police 
drove  in  they  were  stopped  in  front  of 
Hardy  Hall  and  given  boutonnieres  by  Gulf 
Park  students.  This  was  a  gesture  to  show 
our  appreciation  for  the  compliment  shown 
the  school  by  the  visit  of  Governor  White 
and  his  party. 


Phi  Theta  Kappa  Elects 

Eight  new  members  have  been  elected  to 
Phi  Theta  Kappa,  the  national  honorary 
society  for  junior  colleges.  They  are:  Alice 
May  Skellie,  Marion  Stegeman,  Elizabeth 
Wheeler,  Margaret  Jane  Williams,  Martha 
Williams,  Peggy  Williams,  Virginia  Walter- 
man,  and  Kathleen  Zollman.  Officers  of  Phi 
Theta  Kappa  are  Ruby  Grain,  president; 
Helen  Frances  James,  vice-president;  Eliza- 
beth Bowen,  secretary-treasurer. 


Golf  Prospects 


Quite  a  few  girls  are  interested  this  year 
in  golf.  It  seems  to  be  an  up  and  com.ing 
sport.  With  such  good  weather  as  there  is 
down  here,  a  girl  cannot  help  but  take  ad- 
vantage of  it  in  this  wonderful  sport. 

Golf  is  not  a  hard  game  to  play.  Anyone 
with  a  good  sense  of  vision  ought  to  be 
able  to  play  the  game.  The  girls  who 
thought  they  could  never  hit  a  ball  found 
they  could  after  Mr.  Saunders,  the  golf  pro, 
gave  them  a  few  pointers  on  the  game.  Girls 
may  be  seen  at  all  times  swinging  their 
clubs  with  the  greatest  of  ease  at  the  east 
side  of  the  administration  building. 

On  the  afternoons  of  Saturday  and  Sun- 
day, and  on  Monday  mornings,  the  girls 
may  go  out  to  the  Great  Southern  Club 
and  play.  This  group  usually  consists  of  the 
ones  who  have  played  golf  before.  Miss 
Pilcher  accompanies  these  girls.  The  stu- 
dents are  not  the  only  ones  who  play  golf, 
but  part  of  the  faculty  may  be  seen  out 
there  at  any  time. 

Don't  be  discouraged  if  at  first  you  don't 
make  a  good  score.  This  ought  to  give  you 
a  reason  for  going  on  and  doing  better.  Re- 
member: "If  at  first  you  don't  succeed, 
try,  try  again." 
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BUD 


Fashion 
Head -Lines 


Jean  SUliland  ' UO 

"How  much?"  I  asked.  "Six  dollars,"  he 
answered.  This  sounds  like  a  great  deal  for 
just  a  bird — better  known  as  a  species  of  the 
parrot  family.  I  fumbled  in  my  purse,  and 
gave  the  zoo  keeper  the  correct  change.  In 
return  I  received  a  young  green  parrot  with  a 
bit  of  coloring  on  his  head  and  wings.  Just  as 
simple  as  that?  Well,  hardly!  We  were  de- 
tained for  fully  thirty  minutes  while  the 
owner  typed  out  (with  the  laboriously  slow- 
"hunt  and  peck"  system)  the  bird's  entire 
history.  After  a  bit  of  bickering  with  the 
taxi  driver  we  were  allowed  to  put  him  in 
the  taxi.  Just  before  we  left,  I  asked  the 
zoo  keeper  if  my  prized  possession  were  a 
lady  or  gentleman  parrot.  "Well  lady,"  he 
said  in  somewhat  broken  English,  "If  she 
bites  you,  it's  a  female.  If  he  bites  you,  it's 
a  male." 

Upon  my  first  exhibition  of  Bud  at  the 
hotel,  I  was  told  that  we  would  have  to 
undergo  a  little  more  red  tape.  I  was  a  bit 
attached  to  him  by  now,  and  resolved  to  do 
my  best  to  secure  him  passage  into  the 
States.  Bright  and  early  next  morning,  I 
set  out  for  the  Panama  Public  Health  Of- 
fice where  he  was  examined  and  his  papers 
signed  by  about  three  people  who  had  to 
be  sent  for  and  explained  to  individually. 
Fifteen  minutes  before  the  plane  left  for 
Colon,  I  was  told  that  the  paper  would  have 
to  be  signed  by  a  notary  who  might  possi- 
bly be  at  the  hospital.  Hurriedly  the  four 
of  us  (including  the  somewhat  bewildered 
parrot)  hailed  a  taxi  and  slowly  climbed 
the  hill  that  reaches  high  above  the  city 
proper.  We  rushed  past  people  on  stretchers, 
up  long  stone  stairs  and  into  a  large  office 
where  we  had  a  great  deal  of  trouble  try- 
ing to  locate  the  right  person.  If  you  have 
ever  been  in  a  hurry  in  the  tropics  and 
tried  to  convey  that  in  a  foreign  tongue  to 
people  who  obviously  think  that  all  Ameri- 
cans are  a  little  dizzy  anyway,  you  can  per- 
haps sympathize  with  me.  The  trip  down 
was  much  faster;  we  had  no  brakes,  and 
gained  momentum  with  each  hairpin  curve. 

When  I  got  on  the  boat,  the  purser  also 
signed  the  papers,  and  sent  a  cable  to  Wash- 
ington to  have  a  permit  waiting  for  me  at 
the  New  Orleans  dock.  To  my  dismay  (ra- 
ther of  an  anticlimax,  I  believe).  Bud  con- 
versed only  in  Spanish!  One  phrase  in  par- 
ticular he  repeated  several  times,  I  decided 
that,  since  he  couldn't  speak  my  language. 


THINGS  ARE  REALLY  GOING  TO  HER 
HEAD,  Dame  Fashion  I  mean.  It  all  began 
with  tying  those  peasant  kerchiefs  around 
in  facinating  ways.  Now  it  is  the  urge  in 
everyone  to  wrap  something  around  her 
head.  For  day  time — an  attractive  printed 
silk  knotted  on  the  side  gives  the  effect  of 
the  natives'  turban  or  bring  a  bright  colored 
mesh  deep  under  the  chin  and  tie  on  top.  For 
evening — a  nest  veil  with  flowers,  real  or 
artificial,  on  top  of  the  hair  with  a  bit  of 
the  veil  left  to  stray  over  the  eyes. 

THERES'  PLENTY  OF  COLOR  THIS 
SPRING  with  Europe  still  talking  black  and 
white  and  the  ever  popular  navy  blue  and 
grey.  Those  given  the  biggest  rush  are  built 
around  flower  shades  in  suedes,  dusty  pink 
over  navy,  tobacco-colored  tweed  and  mauve 
— gray  skirt  and  a  coral  cardigan.  Choose 
your  clothes  now  that  will  be  good  in  mid- 
summer just  by  removing  a  jacket! 

FOR  YOUR  NIGHT  OUT— go  in  all  white 
— it's  one  of  the  newest  things  for  evening, 
but  for  the  times  to  add  a  touch  of  color — 
roses  in  your  hair,  the  same  color  in  sandals, 
and  evening  bag.  Or  an  emerald  green  jack- 
et and  add  cyclamen  (a  shade  of  dantiest 
pink)  jewelry — you  will  look  like  the  wel- 
come to  sweet  springtime  yourself. 

IF  YOU  ARE  CLEVER  instead  of  throw- 
ing that  old  pill  box  hat  away  you  will  buy 
a  couple  of  multi-colored  veils  and  try  new 
ways  of  tying  them  up — it's  even  pleasure 
and  you'll  have  fun  doing  it. 

SCHIAPARELLI — the  eccentric,  is  amus- 
ing herself  now  with  all  sorts  of  clever  de- 
signs inspired  by  the  circus — clown  buttons 
—  a  necklace  that's  a  swinging  trapeze  with 
acrobats — mauve  satin  jacket  with  spangles 
and  embroidery  showing  rearing  circus 
horses — and  a  ring  master's  hat  in  felt. 
These  importations  that  add  dash  to  your 
wardrobe  are  just  what  you  need  to  help 
you  strut  your  stuff  in  the  Easter  Parade. 

I  might  at  least  try  to  learn  to  comprehend 
his.  I  memorized  the  phrase  and  told  a  kind 
looking  Spanish  lady  on  board  that  my  bird 
had  said  it,  and  that  I  should  like  to  know 
what  it  meant.  Her  eyes  widened  a  little; 
her  lower  jaw  dropped.  "Your  parrot  said 
that!  Well,  my  dear,"  she  stammered,  "If 
I  were  you  I  should  send  him  back  im- 
mediately." 
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Former  Graduate 
Exhibits  Art 


Arista  Arnold  Joyner,  graduate  of  Gulf 
Park,  and  her  husband  Howard  W.  Joyner, 
together  presented  some  of  their  oil  paint- 
ings, water-colors,  and  drawings  in  an  Art 
Exhibit  January  9  to  16,  at  North  Texas 
Agricultural  College,  Arlington,  Texas, 
where  both  are  heads  of  the  Department  of 
Art. 

Mrs.  Joyner  has  become  a  well-known 
figure  in  the  art  world.  After  leaving  Gulf 
Park,  Mrs.  Joyner,  then  Arista  Arnold,  at- 
tended the  Kansas  City  Art  Institute,  where 
she  was  awarded  the  Irving  Scholarship  and 
the  University  of  South  Dakota.  She  has 
written  articles  on  art  in  educational  journ- 
als and  has  had  oils  exihibited  in  the  Na- 
tional Exhibition  of  American  Art  and  other 
galleries.  Both  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Joyner  have 
been  at  North  Texas  Agricultural  College 
since  1937. 

One  of  the  paintings  exhibited  in  January, 
"Young  Helen,"  was  loaned  by  Hiss  Helen 
Finger,  of  Fayetteville,  Arkansas,  another 
graduate  of  Gulf  Park  College.  Miss  Finger's 
father,  Mr.  Charles  L.  Finger,  also  loaned 
a  painting,  "C.  J.  Finger's  Barn." 

PILGRIMAGE,  Continued 

time  the  wall  of  the  rear  gallery.  A  pull 
of  cord  called  the  servants  and  the  tone  of 
the  bells  indicated  the  room.  Each  bell  rang 
in  a  different  key. 

Arlington,  one  of  the  stateliest  and  most 
perfect  types  of  colonial  architecture  in  the 
entire  Southland,  is  patterned  after  a  Roman 
villa  with  lofty  columns  reaching  the  height 
of  two  stories  and  is  more  than  a  century 
old.  In  the  spacious  gold  drawing  room  the 
furniture  was  of  hand  carved  rosewood  and 
upholstered  with  an  elegant  old  gold  bro- 
cade. Hand  woven  lace  curtains  have  the 
original  old-gold  satin  brocades  for  over- 
drapes  to  match  the  upholstery.  "Singed 
bronzes"  and  statuary  done  by  well  known 
sculptors  rest  on  richly  carved  pedestals, 
the  latter  being  from  the  ruins  of  Pompeii. 

Hope  Farm  or  Hope  Villa,  as  it  was  call- 
ed long  ago,  nestles  in  the  perfect  setting  of 
an  old  time  garden  where  almost  every 
known  shrub  and  bulb  blooms  in  a  splendid 
blaze  of  color.  A  colored  orchestra  played 
on  the  steps.  The  most  striking  pieces  were 
the  harpsicord  with  an  exquisite  case  of 
old  wood;  a  set  of  apple  wood  chairs,  hand 
painted  in  floral  designs  and  with  rush  bot- 
toms; gold  trimmed  vases  filled  with  gor- 
geous bouquets,  and  quaint  early  American 
beer  steins. 

One    of    the    earliest    mansion    houses    is 


Gloucester,  surrounded  by  gardens  and  a 
winding  drive  bordered  with  blossoming 
plants.  Throughout  the  house  were  fine 
paintings  by  such  masters  as  Salvatore  Rosa, 
Jose  Ribera,  Francesco  Bassi  and  other  noted 
artists.  The  library  walls  were  lined  with 
book  cases  containing  many  rare  volumes — 
two  thousand  were  first  editions.  A  mirror 
represented  an  oak  tree  with  carved  acorns, 
squirrels,  serpents,  and  an  eagle  on  the  top. 

No  mansion  is  more  suitably  named  than 
Green  Leaves  which  was  set  in  the  midst 
of  old  oaks  whose  boughs  spread  a  canopy 
of  living  green  over  the  roof  and  grounds 
giving  the  exterior  the  air  of  tranquility 
and  leisure.  Three  little  girls  in  colonial 
costume  greeted  and  curtsied  to  us.  The 
Audubon  china  noted  for  its  beauty  cannot 
be  duplicated  at  any  cost  and  there  still  re- 
mains an  almost  unbroken  set  of  dishes 
consisting  of  many  dozens  of  pieces.  The 
rare  china  was  banded  with  royal  or  Chinese 
gold  and  heavily  threaded  with  gold.  There 
were  golden  fruit  knobs  on  each  covered 
dish.  It  was  embellished  with  hand  painted 
birds  in  natural  colors,  works  of  Audubon, 
no  two  designs  were  exactly  the  same. 

Richmond  represented  the  pioneer  Span- 
ish, elegant  Greek  revival  of  1832  and  an 
ante-belllum  type  of  architectural  styles. 
Richmond  had  silver  door  knobs  and  hinges 
and  artistic  chandeliers.  On  the  mantel  in 
the  front  dining  room  was  a  Wedgewood 
teapot.  The  walls  in  the  hall  were  formerly 
frescoed  in  scenes  from  a  fox  hunt. 

Monday  evening  we  attended  the  Confed- 
erate Ball  tableaus  which  were  very  beauti- 
ful, reviving  the  old  days  when  there  was  a 
quiet  atmosphere  and  everyone  was  happy. 

On  our  way  back  to  school  we  stopped  at 
Baton  Rouge  getting  a  glimpse  of  the  Cap- 
itol and  Huey  Long's  grave,  the  Louisiana 
State  University,  and  had  dinner  at  the 
White  Kitchen  in  Slidell. 

"Well  Yankee,  what  did  you  think  of 
Natchez?" 

"Honestly,  I  never  thought  such  priceless 
treasures  and  museum  pieces  were  here  in 
the  South.  Some  of  them  would  even  ransom 
a  king.  I'm  mighty  glad  I  went  on  the  trip 
—my  pilgrimage  to  Natchez." 


MISSOURI  CLUB,  Continued 

out  into  the   surf.  We  jumped  the  waves 
and  "rode  in"  on  them. 

Finally,  we  went  back  to  the  boat  for 
our  return  trip.  We  were  all  tired  but  happy ; 
and  we  were  deeply  appreciative  of  the 
fine  chaperonage,  given  by  Miss  McGilvrey, 
Miss  Benson,  and  Mr.  Cooke.  As  the  end  of 
the  picnic  drew  near,  all  felt  that  we  had 
passed  one  of  the  most  interesting  and 
joyous  days  since  our  arrival  at  Gulf  Park. 
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A  Holiday— 
And  A  Picnic 


Gulf  Park  took  its  annual  holiday  for  non- 
cruise  girls  March  30,  and  picnicked  at  the 
Naval  Reserve  Park.  No  school — just  a  day 
without  a  thought  for  books.  The  girls  fill- 
ed the  three  v^^aiting  busses  and  eagerly 
looked  forward  to  a  wonderful  time  at  the 
Naval  Reserve  Grounds. 

They  were  not  disappointed.  The  Back  Bay 
of  Biloxi  was  a  perfect  setting  for  the  pic- 
nic. Rowing,  swimming,  fishing,  and  danc- 
ing provided  activity  throughout  the  day. 

Lunch,  always  the  most  interesting  part 
of  any  picnic,  was  served  buffet  style  at 
12:30.  Hot  dogs,  salad,  cookies,  and  ice 
cream  soon  disappeared  from  the  heavilv 
loaded  tables  as  everyone  rushed  to  heed 
the  first  call  to  eat. 

After  lunch  some  started  card  games, 
while  the  more  energetic  got  up  a  lively 
game  of  baseball.  Back  on  the  pavilion,  now 
the  center  attraction  of  the  picnic,  there 
was  more  dancing.  A  dancing  exhibition 
(how  we  danced  in  our  day)  was  given  by 
Miss  Benson  and  Mrs.  Snead,  formerly  Miss 
Mary  Jane  Marsh,  to  an  attentive  and  ap- 
preciative crowd. 

Several  girls  went  crabbing  and  were  re- 
warded for  their  efforts  by  catching  large 
crabs  and  many  of  them.  Thalia  Eby  and 
Eva  Blake,  old  hands  at  crabbing,  proved 
their  skill  by  catching  the  greatest  in  num- 
ber. 

Barbara  Daniels  and  Mary  Robinson  cre- 
ated a  new  art  in  sailing  with  their  make- 
shift sailboat.  Finding  an  empty  boat,  and 
thinking  it  would  be  much  more  fun  and 
restful  to  sail  than  to  walk,  they  took  a 
large  bathing  towel,  held  it  in  place  to 
catch  the  breeze,  and  sailed  right  down  to 
the  shore.  They  say  their  next  attempt  will 
be  to  sail  to  Ship  Island! 

At  3 :30  the  girls  were  called  to  leave  their 
fun  and  frolic  behind  and  return  to  school. 
It  was  indeed  a  happy  holiday,  the  mem- 
ories of  which  will  linger  on. 


Baseball— The 
Spring  Sport 


Footnotes— American,  Continued 

Wardrobe : 

Betsy  Weymouth. 

Technician — E.  I,  Bateman 

Pianist — Beatrice  Fretwell 

Dance  Assistants — Helen  Frances  James, 
Yvonne  Jamison 

Director — Mary  Minge  Graham 

The  costumes  were  colorfully  exquisite  in 
design,  and  the  dances  in  the  cleverly  ar- 
ranged program  were  well  done  by  both 
soloists  and  group  dancers.  Congratulations 
are  extended  to  Miss  Graham  and  her  as- 
sistants. 


Baseball-minded  girls  may  be  seen  out 
batting,  striking,  and  running  around  the 
athletic  field,  getting  their  minds  and 
bodies  in  trim  for  the  tournament  to  be  held 
in  the  future. 

As  the  days  fly  by,  they  bring  final 
activities  closer.  The  Physical  Education 
calendar  in  Miss  McGilvrey's  office  is  found 
to  be  full.  Reading  from  left  to  right  we 
see: 

May  Pageant 
Baseball  Tournament 
Faculty-Student  baseball 

game 
Golf  Tournament 
Athletic  Association  House  . 

Party 
Archery  Finals 
Tennis  Doubles  Tournament 
Tennis   Singles  Tournament 


May  6 

May  10-11-12 

May  13 

May  14 
May  15-16 

May  18 
May  21 
May  22 


MEMORIES 


\yAieml>er  of  the   (5ruise  Jrarti/) 

Thanks  for  the  memories 

of  sunny  afternoons 

swingy  Spanish  tunes 
And  motor  trips  and  noisy  trains 

and   banana    macaroons 
How  lovely  it  was ! 

Thanks  for  the  memories 

of  moonlit  serenades 

handsome  Cuban  blades 
With  sparkling  teeth  and  ardent  eyes 

for  all  the  Gulf  Park  maids 
How  lovely  it  was ! 

Many's  the  time  that  we  feasted 

and  then  necessarily  fasted 
But  well — it  was  great  while  it  lasted 

We  did  have  fun — and   no  harm   done 

And  thanks  for  the  memory 

of  soldiers  by  the  score 

Fine  dancers  galore 
Lots  of  fun  on  ship  board 

but  just  as  much  ashore 
Awfully  glad  we  met  you 

Cheerio  and  toodleooooooo 

AND  THANK  YOU  SO  MUCH 
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President  Cox 
Pays  Up 


President  Cox  made  a  rather  rash  promise 
on  board  the  "Ulua"  while  the  cruise  girls 
were  making  merry.  Shortly  after  the  re- 
turn to  Gulf  Park,  he  was  obliged  to  carry 
out  his  promise  by  presenting  five  checks  of 
five  dollars  each  to  Evella  Faciane,  Virginia 
Powers,  Kathleen  Zollman,  Jane  Hayes,  and 
Gladys  Martha  LeCroy.  Each  girl  had  earn- 
ed an  average  B  on  all  the  make-up  work 
for  the  cruise,  and  thus  entitled  herself  to 
the  golden  award  which  the  president  had 
promised  to  any  girl  who  should  receive 
those  grades.  The  five  dollar  bills  were  more 
than  welcome,  especially  after  such  a  de- 
flating experience  as  the  Caribbean  Cruise, 
with  all  its  too  tempting  opportunities  for 
shopping. 


Diarij  of  Cruise 

(Continued  from  page  4) 

Friday,  April  1 

No  one  played  any  April  Fool's  today.  I 
was  tempted  to,  but  it  seemed  rather  mean 
so  I  didn't.  No  school  this  morning  and  I 
wrote  letters.  This  afternoon,  school.  The 
second  mate  fooled  Dr.  Cox  and  sent  him 
the  wrong  latitude.  We  had  iguana  for  din- 
ner— Dr.  Cox  had  them  brought  on  at  Tela. 
I  didn't  taste  it ;  I  saw  them  when  they  were 
brought  on.  There  was  a  bridge  tournament 
tonight — Mrs.  Weymouth,  Betsy's  mother, 
won.  To  bed. 

Saturday,  April  2 

Everyone  was  beginning  to  realize  that 
it's  going  to  be  hard  to  leave  the  ship  and 
to  know  the  cruise  is  over.  We're  in  the 
Gulf  now  and  there  isn't  much  swell  to  the 
water.  School  as  usual.  I'm  going  to  hate 
very  much  for  the  cruise  to  end.  Finishing 
our  cruise  work.  Dr.  Cox  promised  a  reward 
of  five  dollars  to  everyone  who  had  her  work 
completed  with  a  B  average — here's  hoping! 
A  masquerade  tonight  and  it  was  fun.  Mr. 
Weymouth  was  the  first  and  best  in  a  ship- 
wreck costume  ....  there  were  lots  of 
funny  ones  there.  Mary  Ethel  Phillips  won 
a  prize  in  a  banana  workers'  costume.  To- 
morrow's the  last  day. 

Sunday,  April  3 

We  took  pictures  all  afternoon  and  pack- 
ed. This  evening  was  fun — the  girls  went 
on  a  sit-down  strike  because  it  was  our  last 


The  swim  at  Tela  with  S.  S.  Ulua  in  background 


night  and  ten  p.  m.  was  our  bed  time.  We 
all  sat  in  front  of  the  purser's  office  and 
sang  and  the  officers  entertained  us.  They 
brought  us  apples,  cookies,  and  sandwiches. 
At  eleven-thirty  we  broke  up  the  strike  and 
went  to  bed. 

Monday,    April   4 

Well,  it  was  fun  getting  back  and  seeing 
the  girls  again.  The  customs  this  morning 
was  fun,  not  bad  at  all.  Unpacked  in  the 
afternoon  and  then  the  banquet  tonight.  It 
was  a  thrill  to  have  the  rest  sing  to  us  and 
be  guests  but  a  sad  thrill  because  it  was 
definitely  the  end.  I'm  sorry  and  yet  glad 
to  be  back.  Everything  seems  nice  and 
homey.  And  the  cruise — it  was  everything 
I  imagined  and  more. 


What  Fun  Relatives? 

(Continued  from  page  5) 

joyed  the  play,  she  was  overwhelmed. 
"Charles !"  she  exclaimed,-  "And  I  thought 
I  was  a  flop.  These  two  girls  actually  cried. 
Why  I  thought  I  didn't  get  anywhere  near 
the  audience!  Isn't  it  wonderful?"  He  look- 
ed down  at  her  with  pride  all  over  his  face, 
and  agreed  it  was  wonderful. 

Helen  Frances  and  I  knew  we  would  have 
to  leave  after  we  had  talked  to  this  famous 
couple  for  about  ten  minutes.  They  shook 
our  hands  again  and  told  us  how  awfully 
glad  they  were  to  have  met  us. 

Think  of  that!  They  were  glad  to  have 
met  us. 

We  said  good-by  to  two  of  the  most  gen- 
uinely likable  and  grand  people  that  we  ever 
hope  to  meet. 

-^Marion  Stegeman,  '39. 
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Krewe  of  Atheson 
Reigns  at  G.P.  C. 


Hear  Ye!  Hear  Ye!  The  annual  Mardi 
Gras  Ball  of  Gulf  Park  College  is  about  to 
begin." 

On  Friday,  March  25,  King  Lucy  Daily 
and  Queen  Betty  Conwell,  beautifully  ar- 
rayed in  green  and  silver,  entered  the  Ball- 
room followed  by  the  Krewe  of  Atheson  to 
take  their  places  as  heads  of  the  King 
Arthur  Court. 

The  knights  and  ladies  came  next,  each 
paying  his  respects  to  the  king  and  queen. 
Lastly  the  winner  of  the  tournament  of 
tilting  of  rings  the  Knight  of  the  Red  Cross, 
Beth  Campbell,  and  her  lady  Virginia  Whit- 
comb,  marched  slowly  in  and  were  crowned 
king  and  queen  of  the  Red  Cross  Knight 
Court.  The  tourney  had  been  held  in  the 
afternoon  on  the  riding  field. 

Solemnities  over  for  awhile,  ushers  be- 
gan the  first  call  out.  The  masquers  were 
cleverly  costumed  as  clowns,  sailors,  pirates, 
and  Russians.  Following  the  second  call  out, 
LaNor  Moore  entertained  the  courts  with 
a  lovely  ballet  dance.  After  the  third  and 
final  call  out  general  dancing  began,  and 
guests  paid  their  respects  to  the  king  and 
queen  of  both  courts. 

Members  of  the  King  Arthur  Court  were 
Margaret  Emrich,  Martha  Broeder,  Alice 
Palmer,  Beth  Mcintosh,  Vera  Hooge,  Genie 
Goff,  Frances  Woodruff,  and  Caroline  At- 
kins. As  a  result  of  their  skill  in  the  tourna- 
ment the  following  knights  and  ladies  served 
in  the  Red  Cross  Knight  Court:  Virginia 
Sims,  Zenobia  Pratt,  Eva  Blake,  Ruby 
Grain,  Don  Hutto,  May  Anna  Duncon,  Bet- 
ty Scott,  Rosemary  Fair. 


The  Fireflij 


Firefly  with  tiny  lantern 
Flickering  light  upon  the  flowers 
Like  a  starlet  dropt  from  Heaven 
Darting  brightly  in  the  bowers 

Little  comet,  gay  and  carefree 
Capering  vainly  near  the  pool 
Mincing  madly  in  your  freedom 
Short-lived,  happy  little  fool. 

When  you   leave  the  garden's   confines 
Will  you  then  resume  your  place 
Musing  sadly,  dear  wee  starlet. 
Peep  at  me  through  night's  blue  lace? 

Jessica  F.  Stevens 


Chapel  Programs 


Recently  the  students  and  faculty  had 
the  opportunity  of  attending  several  in- 
teresting and  rather  unusual  chapel  pro- 
grams. 

Dr.  Kornfeld,  who  conducted  the  forums 
at  Gulfport,  entertained  us  with  a  talk  on 
Persia.  He  spoke  of  the  beauty  of  the 
Persian  poetry  and  quoted  several  of  the 
poems. 

"The  Beautiful  Things  of  Life,"  was  the 
subject  of  Rev.  Caldwell's  talk.  Rev. 
Caldwell  is  from  the  Christian  church. 
He  stated  that  a  lot  of  people  thought 
that  there  weren't  any  beautiful  things  in 
life.  However,  if  they  just  looked  for  them, 
they  could  be  found.  "Life  is  beautiful," 
said  Rev.  Caldwell. 

Rev.  Emerson  of  the  Episcopal  church 
started  off  test  week  with  an  interesting 
talk  on  the  Crucifixion  of  Christ. 

All  of  these  talks  were  of  interest  to  us 
and  we  hope  that  we  may  continue  to  have 
more  like  them  before  the  year  is  over. 


Sonnet  To 
The  Spring 


h 


KJjarhara  sJjaniets  '39 


When  days  and  days  drag  by  with  dreary 

skies 
And  sun,  the  God  Apollo,  stays  away, 
My  thoughts  are  low.  I  close  my  tired  eyes, 
As  Time  takes  months  for  every  weary  day. 

0  Winter,  dark  gray  winter,  gray  as  death. 
Why  do  you   cloud  the  heavens  with  your 

frown  ? 
Why    send    the    cheery    hiding    from    your 

breath. 
As  if  in  deadly  cold  they  all  would  drown, 
And  then  that  joyful  warmth   is  born  once 

more 
To  bring  to  all  a  bliss  and  all  condole. 
That  flowers,  trees,  and  birds  do  all  adore. 
And  even  warms  the  depths  of  my  dark  soul. 

1  know  why  God  sends  winter  and  the  chill. 
It  is,  0  Spring,  to  make  you  fairer  still. 
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Cruise 

Banquet 

Given 


Maq  Court 


Miss  Helen  Garvey,  of  the  Speech  depart- 
ment, wrote  one  of  the  cleverest  skits 
we've  ever  seen  or  heard  at  Gulf  Park — all 
about  the  weary  faculty  who  discovered, 
upon  the  return  of  the  cruise  girls,  that 
Latin  Romeos  and  moonlight  nights  just 
weren't  conducive  to  study,  and  so  none  of 
the  girls  on  the  "Ulua"  had  kept  up  her 
work. 

The  Jet  Maskers  presented  this  skit  in 
the  beautifully  decorated  college  dining- 
room  during  the  courses  of  a  delicious  ban- 
quet. The  cruise  theme  was  not  only  evident 
in  the  program,  but  in  all  the  decoration 
and  the  food  as  well.  Many  guests  were  pre- 
sent to  laugh  at  the  skit  and  applaud  the 
dancing  and  singing  and  comedy  in  it,  while 
at  the  same  time,  they  were  enjoying  a 
tropical  feast,  Americanized  just  enough  to 
give  it  more  variety  and  delectability. 

President  and  Mrs.  Cox  each  in  turn  ad- 
dressed those  assembled  in  the  dining-room; 
commending  those  who  had  remained  at 
home  for  their  progress  and  fine  sportsman- 
ship, and  welcoming  back  those  who  had 
gone  on  the  cruise.  Everyone  joined  in  sing- 
ing cruise  songs,  and  the  banquet  closed 
with  the  Gulf  Park  alma  mater. 


The  Poet 


Only  a  misunderstanding 

And  yet 

I  fret 

And  stain  and  strain  my  face 

With  tears 

Of  fears 

That    shake   my    sinking   soul. 

No  use  reprimanding; 

The  wrongs 

Belong — 

And  we  cannot  efface 

The  shame 

Of  blame 

That  takes  from  life  its  toll. 

Gulf  Park  student 


Who  will  be  May  Queen?  Everyone  on 
the  campus  is  breathless  with  suspense,  be- 
cause the  secret  will  not  be  revealed  until 
the  Queen  is  crowned  by  Prince  Charming 
on  the  night  of  the  May  Pageant.  Of  the 
thirteen  Seniors  chosen  by  the  student 
body  as  the  May  Court,  one,  no  one  knows 
who,  was  elected  Queen  and  the  remaining 
twelve  will  be  her  attendants. 

The  May  Queen  will  be  the  Senior  who 
received  the  highest  number  of  votes  in 
the  election  of  the  May  Court.  She  will  be 
one  of  the  following  girls:  Martha  Broeder, 
Margaret  Emrich,  Genie  Goff,  Helen  Hor- 
rell,  Helen  Frances  James,  Yvonne  Jamison, 
Eva  Blake,  Evella  Faciane,  Frances  Wood- 
ruff, Betty  Conwell,  Lucy  Daily,  Thalia  Eby, 
and  Betty  Utt. 


Delta  Chi  Dance 


Conversations  in  the  dormitory  are  al- 
ways interesting,  and,  I  think,  to  those  who 
were  there  the  folFowing  one  will  bring  back 
happy  memories. 

"I  hear  the  Delta  Chi  dance  was  quite  a 
success." 

"Certainly  so!  Do  you  want  to  hear  about 
it?" 

"You  know  me — tell  me  everything  you 
know." 

"The  theme  of  the  dance  was  a  night  in 
heaven,  and  oh — what  a  night!" 

"That  sounds  plenty  good — don't  keep  me 
in  suspense!  What  were  the  decorations 
like?" 

"Well,  we  had  the  blue  of  the  sky,  the 
stars,  and  the  moon,  and  the  music  of 
a  wonderful  orchestra  from  New  Or- 
leans." 

"From  upstairs  the  orchestra  did  sound 
wonderful.  How  many  were  there,  and 
did  they  serve  that  delicious  punch?" 

"The  sorority  was  well  represented,  and 
we  also  had  our  share  of  stags.  As  for 
that  punch  you  mentioned,  it  was  de- 
licious and  I  could  certainly  go  for 
some  right  now." 

"Oh,  oh,  there's  the  bell — have  to  run 
to  class;  but  if  you  think  of  anything 
else  save  it  for  me.  So  long !" 
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